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told off for a dangerous job. They went on, and in the early
morning found themselves on the heel of a ridge shaped some-
what like the sole of a boot. They were in a tight corner, for
the tumult of the stampede had aroused the attention of the
Boers, and parties of the enemy came hurriedly across the
hills to this isolated spur. Christian De Wet was among
them, and led the advance with that consummate 'slimness'
for which he was afterwards renowned. Our soldiers tried not
to waste their ammunition, for they had very little to spare,
on account of those * accursed mules,' as they called them, but
it was rarely enough they saw anyone to fire at. The Boers
crept forward closer and closer to the sole of that rocky boot,
covering themselves from boulder to boulder, from which, as
they advanced, they shot with deadly effect into the huddled
mass of British troops in the ' heel' beyond.

All through that day our men could see the battle raging
below them, their hearts sinking as they saw our shells fall
short, and despairing still more when they saw the retirement
of Grimwood's division. Colonel Carleton knew then that he
had been left to his fate. Retreat was impossible now, as it
would mean absolute destruction. What was to be done ?
The men were firing their last cartridges, and firing them in
vain, for the Boers were still hidden. Many of the Fusiliers
who had marched with Yule from Glencoe were sleeping
through sheer exhaustion. The inevitable happened : a
white flag fluttered over the ridge. No one quite knows who
raised it, and there were many who would have disputed it,
and fought on till they died. But as the pitiful white signal
went up, the Boers left their cover for the first time, and
swarmed towards the British troops. Some of our men below
the line of the ridge went on firing, still ignorant of the
surrender. They were instantly ordered to desist. Treachery,
at least, should not be imputed to them. Then a tragic scene
took place. The officers broke their swords with white faces
and curses on their lips. Private soldiers threw themselves
on the ground and sobbed as if their hearts would break.